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The Second Honeymdon

By RUBY M. AYRES =~
Author of “The Woman Hater” and “The Black Sheep”

THE PERSONS IN THE ATORY
CHALLONER, man-about-
' ”ﬂ':;cmu on the rather inade-
te funds sohioh an older brother
Lo PR Ay Jimmy is possionately in
Ko c““n :;mm t alag,
¢THIA FARR nt alage
..E-‘;t,rwlm a score of admirers,
CMRISTINE WYATT, Jimmy's
ehildhood sweotheart, a delicate, re-
fined girl, \whom A8 has nol sevn for
poveral years, Hha (s visiting in the
city with her mothar,

Challoner s engaped to marry
c‘{.'."}i"ﬁ Jarrow, an aofress, At tRe
thaatre he 48 handed a nate—Mra.
wyatt and her dawughtsr, C'Aviatine,
wonld like to see him, They were old«
tme ends. Ohristing was o givl
sweetheart and ke {s delighted to re.
new the aogquaintance, The moeling s
very cordinl, At the end of the play
he viaita Cynthio in the make-up room
and finds her strangely standofish.
o Jimmy, wil hate me—you'll—oh!
why didn'g you get m lotter ! ahe
proke out, I explained s0 carefully;
1—" She atopped.
AND HERE IT CONTINUES
THI;I!E wan a littls silence. Challener
rose (o his feet, He was rather whits
ghout the lips. There was a dawning

apprehension in his eyes,

“Go on,” he sald. “"What (s It you—
you can't—ean't tall me™™

But he knew niready, knsw before she
told him with desperats candor.

“I ean't marry you, Jimmy, 1'm sorry,
put—but 1 can’'t—that's all."”

The milence fell again. Pehind the
elosed door in the crowdad theatrs the
orchestra mdtlmt;‘r‘ broke into a ragtime
Challoner found himself listening to It
dully. I-:vorymlnﬂ felt horribly unreal,
It afmnal seemed lke n seane in o play-—
this hot, vrowded room ; the figure of the
woman opposite In her expensive stage
gown, and—himself !

A long glnss on the wall opposite re-
fiscted both thelr fAguies. Jimmy Chal-

wave of surprine filled them when he saw
how white he was, He pulled himself to-
gether with a desperate effort. He tried
to find his volce,
guddenly he found it, cracked,
strained, aeking m one-word question.
“Why "

She did not a er at once, Bhe had
turned away agdin. Sho was almlessly
opening und shutting & little sllver pow-
der-box lylng among the brushes and
make-up. All his life Jimmy Challoner
remembered the little clicking nolse It

made.

Hae could see nothing of her face. He
made a sudden passionate movement
toward her,

"(?}"uthm. in

He 1aid his hands on her shoulders
She wriggled free of his touch. For an
instant she seemed to be dellberately
weolghing something in her mind. Then
at inst =he spoke,

“Because—becauss my husband s still
living."

YEUIL — living!?'  Jlmmy  Challoner
schoed the words stupldly, He passed o
hand over his eves. He felt dazed. After
& moment he langhed. He groped back-
ward for a chalr and dropped iInto it

“gtill—living! Are you—are xou sure?”

o It was not that she did not love
him His first thought was one of utter
rellef—thank God, It was not that!

Sha put the little silver box down with
s sort of Impatience. “Yen,'" wshe sald
Fhe spoke so softly he could hardly cateh
the monosyllable.

Challoner leaned his head In his hands.
He was trying desperately to think, to
straighten out thig hopeless tangle in
his brain, but everything was confused.

Of course, he knew that she had been
married before—knew that ycarmm ana

rs ago, hefore she had really known

¢r own mind, she had married & man—

& worthless waster—who had left her
within a few montha of thelr marriage.
fhs had told him this herself, quite
simightforwardly, Told him, too, that
the man was dead,

The knowledge hammered against his
Prain, but as yet he could not realize Ity
meaning, Cynthia went on Jerkily,

“I only knew—yeaterdny. 1 wrote to
you. I—at first I thought It could not bs
true. But—but now know It Is. Oh,
why don't you say wsomothing— any-
thing™' she broke out passionately.

Challoner looked up, “What can I =ay,
if this In true?”’

“It im true,” her face was flushed
There was a hard look In her eyves as f
she wore trying to keep back tears.
After » momeont she moved over to whera
he rat and lald & hand on his shoulder.

Jimmy Challoner turned his head and
kinsted |t
S‘Don’t take it so badly, Jimmy, Tt's—
It's worse for me,” her wolce broke. A
cleverer man than Jimmy Challoner
might have heard tha little theatrical
touch In the worde, but Jimmy was too
genuinely  miserable himael to  DLe
critical,

At the firgt sob he was on hin feet, He
Put his wrms around her; he Inld his
cheek aguinst her halr; but he did not
kiss her. Afterward he wondered what
instinct It was that kept him from klss~
ing her. Ho broke out into passlonate
protestations,

I can't give you up. Thers must be
Wme way out for us all, You don't Yove
Him and you do care for me. It can't
b true, i's—it'a some abominable trick
19.D;lrllua. Cynthia."

Tt i true,” she 14 "
trus sald again

Bhe drew away from him. Bhe began to

God's name, why —

“It 1a

ery. carefully, s5¢ as not to spoil her| #8

P‘illu-uu. Bha hid her face In her hands,
nce she looked at him through her
White fingers to see how he was taking
it Jimmy Challoner was taking It very

ly indeed. He stood blun‘f his lip
hard, His hands were clenched.

For God's sake, don't cry,” he broke
out at length, “It drives me mad to ses
i““ cery, 'l ind & way out. We should
u;l[p been so happy. I can't give you

: He spoke incoherently and stammer-
ngly. I1a was really very much In love,
and now the thought of separation was
A& burning glass, magnifying that love
A thousandrfold,

" Thers ware volces outside, Cynthia
Aatily dried her eyes. She did not look
LA slia had been crying very bitterly.
Do'l_hall my call. I shall have to go,
Jon't keep me now, T'll write, Jimmy.
ll!. 888 you again.'

h"'fp_.u promise me that, whatever hap-

“I promise.” He caught her fingers
?-nd kisied them. “Darling, I'll come baclk
or you when the show's over. I can't
m“-m lowve you like this. You do love

',I'Prl ypu need to ask?
" he words were an evasion, but he did
10t notice It. Ha went back to the stage
x f:’!“hl as {f the world had come to

in en
He forgot all about the W
yvatta in the
::Illll below, Christine's brown eyes
.rnerl toward him agein and again, iut
| naver once look her way. His at.
ultnuon was centered on the stage and
ohlromnn who played there.
\'o; Was wo beautiful he could never
ith er up, he told himself passionately
bt each moment her charm seemed to
b Hs watched her with despairing
p:. I.bllra without her was & crude Im-
Wl llity. He could not Imagine sxist-
h"A In & world whare he rni'gt not love
ol Tfml other fellow—-curse the other
s Wl-he ground his teeth in Impotent

hlo brute had deserted her years a
e “eft her to starve, He had no. the
tho. ?ﬂt clalm on her now, By the times
“Dlv was ended Jimmy Challoner
" worked himself into & white heat of

brtiine Wy

- ne yutt, glancing onee
;I':‘:TT 1l'ﬂrn us the curtaln rose !b:n:::
unyl h? « wenderad a little at the tenso,
*u' Ing attitude of his tall Agure, He
for hl:lm Ing staring at the stage aw If
‘.mdm thera was nothing elss In all the
Piraden Bhe ntiffed a little slgh as sha
T .t‘:u;::t on her flonk.

was atill applauding ana

:lll.l?:rln for Cynthia to show rf-u:'lr
¥e har alloner walted. He loved to
the "m‘enmal bafors the curtaln—foveq
‘“ghnea. graceful way she bowed to her

Ut tonight he wai
» aited in wvain, a
'*-hr::.“{ 1At he pushed his way rrs::d
that Ll: Age door It was only to be tola
diresd 88 Farrow hud loft the theatre
(‘hu,i the play was over,
ment H:Lner;- heart stood still for a meo-
A¥old hlr:n Il‘d done this deliberatety o
“af:" qﬁutln::“ sure, Ho nsked an

and

loner met his mirrored eyes, and a little | ¢

looking at him: "Thers was a t with
her, sir—Mr. Mortlake, I lhtnk"”l
ot Challoner went out into the wain
indly, He had to pass the theatrs to
back to the main strest. Mra
tt and Christine wers Ja%l enterin
A e
an ns
"-"‘I'Ill'ﬂr " ¥ o pay

Challoner pulled up short. Hs woul
have M'oldecr them :ld it been at al
P Mortiak

ortiake: ahs had gona with that
l'fw!'l-lle. hile he—he answered Miw

yatt hanieally,

‘Thanke—thanks, very much, 1 wae

lIns to walk, but If you will ba o

nd as to give me a INfL"

He really hardly knew what he was
saying. He took off his hat And passeu
? hand dasedly across his forehead ba-
ore he climbed nto the taxi and found
himself aitting henide Christine.
“:i:lt‘g;cod h rrl1|lnlf :'o try to mike con-

. "Weall, an ow d on-

Jolfu the play? . .

was n ghastly effort to talk. He

wondered If they would notice huw
strange hls manner was,

i Immenmsely,” Mra. Wyatt told him.

I'va heard so much about Cynthia Far-
row, but never seen her before. BSuw
certalnly In splendid ™

She's the most beautiful womun
haw;r.- ever meen,” mald Christine.

Challoner shot her & ataful loon.
Most women were cats and never had a
word of pralse for one of their own sex.
He felt slightly comforted,

If you'va nothing better to do, Jim=
my." sald Mrs. Wyatt, “won't you come
back to the hotel and have soma supper
with us? We are only up in town for a
fortnight. Do come, If you ocan,”

Challoner sald he would be delighted.
He was very young In some ways, He
had not the smallest intention of call-
Ing on Cynthin that night. He wished
savagely that she could know what he
“h“ doing ; know that In spite of every-
;I.lrrll he was not breaking his heart fu.

Hhe was with that brute Mortlake;
;wolr. he wan not going to spend the next
10Ur or two alona with only his thoughts
or eompany,

He wondered whera Cynthia had gone

| and If she had known all along that

Mortlake was callln 'or h

ground his teeth, § for ar. 2
The two women were talking to-
ether. They dld not seem to notlce
s silence. Christine’'s volce reminded

lfim A little of Cynthia's; a sudden re-

vulslon ef fesling flooded his hoart.

oor dnrllng! All this wus not her
fault. Mo doubt ghe wns just as miser-
able ns he. He longed to go to her. e
wighed he had nof accepted the Wyatin'
Invitation. He felt It was heartlesa ou
him to have done so. He would have
excused himself even now If the taxl
had not already started.

Mre. Wyatt turned to him. “T sup-
pose you are very fond of theatrea?"

Y es—no—ye I mean; 1 go tu
heaps.” He wondered If his reply sound-
ed very foolish and absent-minded. He
rushed on to cover it. “I've seen this
particular play a dozen times; it's a

reat favorite of mine. I—I'm wvery
ean on it

“I think It is lovely,” sald Christine,
dreamily.

She was leaning back beslde him In
the corner, He could only see her white-
’!g\:d hands clasped in the lap of her

M.

“You must let me take you to soms,”
he said, He had n rotten feeling that
If he atopped talking for a minute he
would make a fool of himself. “I often

et passes for first nights and things,”
o rambled on.

Christine sat up. “Do you! ah, how
lovely! I should love to go! Jimmy, uw
you—do you know any ruc?h on the
stage—actors and actresses?

. "' know some—yes. [ know quite =
ot

“Not Mlss Farrow, 1 suppose?” she
questioned, eagerly,

“Yes—yes, 1 do,” said Chealloner.

She gave a little cry of delight. “Uun,
Bl o could meet her—she’'s so beau-
titul,’

Challoner ¢ould not answer. He would
have given worlds had {t been possible
to stop the cib and rush away; but he
knaw he had got to go through with It
now, and ﬁunnu o found himselt
following ra att and Chrimuie
through the hall of the hotel at which

they waras atni\:lnl,

"{l'a quite Ilka old times, {an't 1t?" ne
sald with an effort. “"Quite like the
dear old days at Upton ouu..l)ont 1
wish we could have them again.” .

““I'ha house s still thers'' sald Mra
Wyatt lnughing, “Perhaps you will coine
down agein some day."

Challoner dld not think it lkely.
Thers would be something very painful
in golng back to the wscene of thone
days, he thought. He was 8o much
changed from the light-hearted young-
ster who had chased Christine round the
garden and pulled her halr because she
would not kiss him.

He looked at her with reminiscent
eyes, There wis a little flush In her pale
cheeks. She looked more llke the child-
sweatheart he had so nearly forgoties..

Mrs, Wyatt had moved away. He and
Christine were alone. I used to kisa
you in those days, didn't 17" he msked,
jooking at her. He felt miserable and
recklens.

She looked up at him with serious
eyes “Yes,' she sald almost inaudibly.

Homething in her face stirred an old
emotion In Jimmy Challoner's heart.
This girl had besen his first love, and
a man never really forgets his first love;
he leaned nearer to her.

"Christine, do you—do you wish We
could have those days over again?' he
ked,

A lltls quiver crossed her face. For
& moment tha beautiful brown eyes lit
up radlantly, For & moment she was
something better than just merwy

rotty.

» l“}' walted eagorly for her answer.
His pride, If nothing deoger. had been
serloualy wounded thut night. The trem-
ulous happiness In this girl'a face
was )lke a gentle touch on & hurt
“Do you—do you wiah It?" he asked
RERIN,

“Yon" sald Christine softly. *“Yes, i
vou do.'*

It was late when Jlmmg' got home Lo
his rooms; he was horribly tired, and
his head ached vilely, but he never slept
o wink all night.

The fact that Cynthia's husband was
alive did not hurt Him nearly so muoch
as the fact that Cynthia had avoldea
him that nvunln}' and left the theatre
with Mortlake. immy huted Mortlake
The brute had wsuch plles of maney,
whila he—aven the Inpufficient income
which was always moriganged weoks be-
fore the quarterly check fell due only
came to him from hls brother. At any
moment the Great Horatlo might cut
up rough and stop supplies

Jimmy was up and dressed earller
than ever before In his life. He went
out and hought mome of the most ex-
ensive roses he could find In the shops,
fiu took them himself to Cynthla Far-
row's flat and scribbled a note begging
her to ses him If enly for a moment.
The answer came back verbmlly. Miss
Farrow sent her love and best thanks
but she was very tired and her head
ached—would he ouall again In the
afterncon?

Challoner turned away without an-
awaring. There Was n humlllntlng lump
In his throat. At that moment he was
the moat wretched man in the whole of
London, How on earth could he mw
through the whole Infernal morninr?
And was she nlways q.ulnl to treat him
like this in the future? Refusing to see
him—daliberutely avolding him.

He wandered about the West End,
staring into shop windows At 12 o'clock
he wia back aguin at his rooma, A mes-
sanger boy was at the door when he
renched It. He held & letter, whiah Chal-
loner took from him. It was from Cyn-
thin Farrow.

He tore It open anyhow. His pulses
throbbed with exclement., She had re-
lented, of course, and wanted to see him
at onoe, He wuas so sure of It that It
wis Jike & blow over the heart Wi
he read the short note.

Deur Jtmrm;,—l am afraid you will
be hurt at what I am going to say,
but I am sure |t is better for us not
to meet ngain. It only makes thinge
harder for us both, and can do no
good. T ought to have sald good-by to
you last n‘:ht. only at tha last mo-
ment T hadn't the courage If you
really care for me you will keep away,
and make no wttempt to see me. 1
can never marry you, and though we
have had some very Impry days to-
Fthnr 1 hope that you will forget me

lease don't write either; T really
mean what 1 say, that this s good.
by CYNTHIA,

4 ahe—did she go mlone
doorkesper answersd  withour

\ |

[} et

¥

[y

" (CONTINUED TOMORROW)
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THE GUMPS—A Deposit for the Dough She Took P

" DAAMOND RING — (VE
WO 1T — MY SEAVYIFVL

PIAMOND RING — SI\NCE \'VvE
BEEN REDCING MY FINGERS MAVE

6OTTEN YHINNERZ ~— \ SHOULD

HAVE HAD \'v MADE
BHMALLER.

.,
2t

QH WHAY SHALL
t po?
WHAT SHALL 1DO?

VL NEVER GeY

ANOTHER.
ONE

‘le

oW AnDY !
MY RING'. MY RING!

I'VE LOST ™MY PIAMOND
RING!

IT DROPPED Oy
HY EINOER

O Dow'Y worwy
ABOUT “TMAT — (Y8 S
I Pounp v 1N

MY POCKET =

SOMEBODY'’S STENOG—In Which We Attend to Some Long -Neglected Correspondence 3

By Haywe

Copyright, 1020, by Publle Ledger Co,

SYLVIA -
* THANKS ~WE'LL PULL
THAT ONE ABxT
VACATIOM

DEAR MP, HAYWARD -
WHAT HAPPENED
To O\b Bl BAGYS
Soq?
THE OFFICE FoRce?

DEAR DORETHIA ~

HAS HiM STUCK AwAy
Iy THE STock ROOM,
WE'LL Look Him yp

Dear CHARLES D, —

ANUT" 1bEa1s FINE,
WE'LL GET A WHOLE
WEER OuT OF IT
Soom - atw

"LITTLE SiCk BETTY -~
Hore Yrou ARe FEeLinG BETIER- Aty

DEAR
—_—

1S HE O
SMITHER'S SON

DORETHEA , ALY,
'mmu.mfa?

THINK THE Boss
DEAR HELEM -

(= ———

YoUuR "SUGAR CoaTep EBITH -

e

SEPHINE |

. R\0GewooDb - ALY,
You' RooTING For OLn
BiLL BAGY'S Sowu Tho?
ALLRIGHT . Pamgﬁcs:

ET——

WouLbAT THAT BE

E N M,
NARBETH, PA .

YYBUR ADVICE 1S
GooDb. WE THINK
CAM GETS FAIR Pay
BUT “YOu CAu JusT
BeT SHE DoesAT

THINK So -

I wWouLD LIKE Ta Ses
CAMILLE MARRY MR,

YES! So THRILLING
IT WouLd PUT AN END
ey To THE ComIC - BUT
[HANK YOU — Gow

- —— ————1

"VENUS™ CominGg To

DEAR SIR -

WE ARE Two GIRLS
DEEPL INTERESTED A
CAM AMD HER FRIEUWDS,
AND WouULd LIKE To
Kuow WHY CAM DOESAT
GeT Hitodep UP To THE
BoSSES Son AND \WHAT
ENER HAPPEMED To
VEMICE AND HER SueL.
MOVIE ACTOR,

BLoubiE + BRONETTG
OHID

-Hrrcw.g'-.a.uu .
*“VENICE - OM GIRLS -
NEXT Tou'Ln HAVE

THE OFFICE IN A
GOMDOLA'

THINK VENUS HAD A
DATE WITH HER
MOVIE ACToR JUST
LAST AIGHT. HER
UPPER LIP WAS ALL
Rep THIS MORMING.,
BuT, LISTEMN DONT
Sar 1 Towp “You -

GEE IF THEYY KEEP "= =
ComMIN' IN TLL HAVE To |=— —
HIRE AN AMANUSINCESISS—.

AR HANWARD *

Dootne's

FOR HER,

-

DEAR LENA -

TR AMD PUT SoME
ROMANCE N MARY
LiFE,

LET HER FALL IN LOVE
WITH A HANDSOME
YOUNG MAN , AND HE
SHOULD LOVE HER
(boNT TORGET)
DRESS HER UP AICELY
AND PUT HER HAIR
UP DIFFERENTLY

LEMA

Hol BUCKWHEAT!
MARYS BEEN Rouno
LOTS! WE WILL TRy
AND FIND A ‘YOUMG
MAN HAMDSOME ,
EANOUGH , BUT MARYs
A STRONG-ARM
AND LIKES TO
LOVE SOMETHING
DELICATE!

T HAE JUST DiS~
COVERED CAMILLES
FULL NAME SPELLS
CAMOUFLAGE —

CAm OFLAGE ! Use 17 ‘e ! N YOUR MOUTH.
WON'T Ytou PLEASE ary LGERT'E :
MAKE HER DO o
5oue_;m|u6 To SHow T BerTE - T THANK U}
Thrs ? -AL"‘C ~ . CAMILLE 1““‘5 'ﬂl,
MEW ‘Yoae, ~— OEORGE — HER 2A6THER THANKS
DEAR ALINE - s:.:?o'fem y by, HER SRANDME :
1 . "l
Ao DOUBT ABOUT  yysT BE HAVING ;Sgﬁ::"a}",‘if‘."g%“, :
TGV ARE A o, A eaic e, Gy AURT THAAKS
[ % " —
" GRat You Gy
P === ‘_-

bDoris FREE, ELO!::
EGAN, GY  ET KK, VISIT MISS5

AUD ALK, — . OFLAGE AND SLANG LIKE HOLY
e WE'LL HAVE m;‘ “THRM BUCK WHEAT"?
THE "SATURDAY S READER Peacu Axo DOT §

AIGHT DAMNCES'
AGAIN, CAM'S
HAD A LOT OM HER
AMIND BUT SHE
Savs THIS WINTER
SHE'LL DANCE A
HOoLLOW 1N THE
FLooR — A

bear H,6.C.
AlEw DRE,

YouR \DEA ‘WAS
Fine Aub WE \nw

T THiuk A LOT OF
CAMILLE . SHR IS ”
A REGULAR GItL. AN
LEAVES A GOOD

PLEASE HAVE
MR . SMTHERS Sou WoxT YU PLEASE

INVEAT SOME_MORE

SAN TRANLISCO, N
- YYou Can Film
OH DEAR ReabdER' ME |
OH MY DEAR OH

MM DEAR OM My

DEAR ME READER!
LAVGH, T THOUGKT

I'D DIB! — gGify

AE HarwaRD -37 [T

The Young Lady Across the Way

While Dad Was Very Busy With His “Hooch” Oulfit

=

q-3e

The young lady across the Wway
says her fother regards the financial
conditions as rather unsettled and
doesn’t expect to take on any new
investitures until after election.

(DADGQ

4 \ y
=c=_=_';—"i=_:"L—=
5=
S
Zo. U

o7

ane Tvel BATin'
vERY Geod ?

L ~

‘v)ews avo Poses
Rz

R a5

PETEY—The Soup Beaned Him

e
LAl

By C. A. Voight

- Go,ll-t. 08cAR, - NICE
WAHATS GOOD =
IM HUNGRN AS
A BEAR — WMAT:
Jer GOT (U THE

WA OF A, SoupP
First ?

SHR.

BEAN Soup,

— BELIEVE
ME, I'M So
HUNGRY | CouLd
TACKLE A CuPLA
LWE \wiILD cats”

— DoN TYou CARE
For THAT MEXICAM
JUMPING BEAN

Soup SIR?

WELL, YOU JEST

TOUulH NE_AGIN

AN' V'LL SHOW
YAl




